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with its longing for spiritual growth,

The missing but imagined arc
For which the circle aches.
The vista waiting to be seen.

Coming to Vernon Watkins we are nearer to the
Celtic effervescence of Apocalyptic sound and
colour. The two volumes. Ballad of the Mart Lwyd
(1941) and The Lamp and the Veil (1945), both
revelled in a spate of music and image, the latter
with increasing mastery, Sea-music for my Sister
Travelling is an irregular-rhymed fantasy of oceanic
f themes, pouring out in wild profusion images of
fish and storm, wave and sunlight, fear and beauty,
with a decorative recklessness reminiscent of Francis
Thompson and Roy Campbell :

Zig-zag swordfish daggering
Rip the plumed exultation of the whale
Whose thousand years are drowned in that blood-spring
Falling through darkness, falling from a wing
To the sea-troughs, ark of the covenant, lowering of the grail
To the mad navel of the million-fated sky. * * .

Returning now,

You have the gale for peace.

May giddying lightning play about your prow,

A brilliant storm black bolts and hailstones throw,

Fork-lightning pitch, a wilderness of light,

A coil of deaths* a bodyguard of loves

Freaking the track. , . , .

TTw Broken Sea* a poem for a child born in Paris,
May 1940, is less successful., perhaps because here
there is more thought, but thought submerged in
the sensuous images and rhetoric intended to